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supreme. He keenly enjoyed giving large dinner parties, when Mrs. Jones and her dogs would welcome the guests amid her stiff old-world furniture. When dinner was announced, Mr. Harry Jones would seize his lady, and hastening to the top of the table would commence to say-grace in stentorian tones, Mrs. Jones—at the end of the tail of couples—startling us aU by her unexpected "Amen" pronounced loudly in wifely chorus, sometimes even before she had left the drawing-room. It was very funny, and we both enjoyed watching for it and observing the shock it caused on the uninitiated. One of Mr. Jones's letters is characteristic of his boisterous, whimsical, tender nature.
RECTOBY, ST. GEORGE-IN-THE-EAST, E., May 2Qth9 1879.
MY DEAR BA.BNETT,—Sympathy is sweet. I go mourning all ye day long; the odour of your words is grateful to my soul. . .
There are some bits of standing ground, and thank God there is a pathetically grotesque side to many of our situations and disappointments.
The perverse way in which ye tenderest efforts are sometimes twisted into channels of crooked impulse is perhaps most sickening, as when ye people " cheated " at your Flower Show. . .
Much, however, depends on ye way we look at things. I recall ye view of consolation taken hy a sick soldier through whose hospital ye Duke of Cambridge walked. He was shortly afterwards found bubbling over with gratification. " Something pleased you, Tom. eh ? " says a visitor. " Yes, sir, the Book ; he have been by, and he was so kind. He spoke to me, sir; oh, he was so kind.-" " And what did he say, Tom ? "
" Why, sir, he stopped, and he looked at me and said, ' Is that you, Tom, you blackguard ? I thought you had gone to the devil long ago.' "
Our united kind regards to your good wife,
Ever, thine sincerely, HABBY JONES*
With Bishop Ellicott our relationship began with a comic incident, for, with all his learning and refinement, he looked shrivelled and unkempt. Old Nurse, who opened the door to him and who had an experienced horror of the pretenders who stole coats, did not approve of his appearance nor of that of his strange bag, and so, refusing to admit him, advised him to walk up and down the street till the Vicar came, adding:
" ^ou will recognise him if you know him, as you say you do," advice which he uncomplainingly followed.
It was our friends, too, who gladdened our holidays. We always started alone and for two or three weeks revelled in our recurrent honeymoons. Then we were often joined either by old friends or men whom Mr. Barnett wanted to see quietly. To the party a few girls were added, who found a young and most indulgent chaperon. Cornwall,